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JroLITICAL SHAVER; ai 5 


BY 


. 4 4 


Being a curious COLLECTION of Safirical on- Mn 
ginals, in Proſe and Verſe; ; adapted to.ths: 51 
Tr Times : ” 08 | 157 OY 


— f 6 
- 


© Containing, among a Variety of other Oddities, | DES. 
I. Fire and Faggot, or the X. Dying Groans of a De- 


c City Mob. | vonſhire Cyder-Mill. 

\ II. Newgate Triumphant. XI. TrxEASoON in Town. + 

III. LizexTy Pisror'p. | XII. The Paper Thieves. 

VVV. Priſon and Pillory. XIII. An Alphabet fuitable * 
V. The Sons of Gomorrah. to the Times. 2A 


VI. The Rien BasTaARDs. | XIV. 
VII. The Picture of Peace. 
Erfpland. 


VIII. The Murdered Apple- r 
Tree XV. The Farmer's Prajers 23 
N. Scalping i in England. i | &c, &c. &C, 255 

Ornamented with a ſuitable COPPER-PALTE. I 
Humbly addreſſed to the County of Bucks, 
By Sir DANIEL DOWNRIGHT, 


—— TOES 


I | Hot ſoit Nui Mah Penſe. Ml 


n odd Epiſtle to Led vg 2 * 
Bk from the Weſt of |. y 2 1 


— 


Jur zk. 
a Such fulſome Objects meeting every where, 
„ *Tis hard to write, but harder to torbearz : 4:33 
. © But ſince the World with writing is pofſeſt, Nee 
«© I will Lampoon in ſpight—-and do my heſt, 75 e 
1 * ERASE as — waſte 2 as the r os $3. $53 
* | — 0 ed 10 58 
bog FE N x A 250 N THe: 
£ * ON D 0 „ 15 +7220 
0 tor the AvuTror, and Sold by G. Redmayne, * _ 


©? Gxved-laue, Lud gate - treet. 1764 


)EDICATION. 


TO THE 


| County of BUCKS. | 


GENTLEMEN,  _ _— 
| T IS to your whole County, I fly 
for Prote&ion; to your noble, 
ree-born, and true ſpirited County; 
ho undoubtedly at thigkcritical Junc- 
ure, ſigh and ſympathize, with a poor 
nfortunate Son of LiztxTY, on the 
ruel Treatment of ,LizRTY's CHaM- 
piox. The whole World by this Time, 
ell knows my Meaning. 

Bur alas! Gentlemen! I wiſhIcou'd 
be happily convinc'd, that more than 
half the World wou'd remember all 
that he has ſuffer d in Caro's Cauſe; 
and not only remember, but as He has 
nobly done, at the Hazard of his Life 


and Fortune, venture theirs on the ſame _ 


Principal of Honour. 
ALL 


wa ». SL Fakes 
1 


= 
% # 4, Ao. 4. 0 
* 2 F PPP ene 
« * oy 
* 
" ; 
; 89 4 


— DEDICATION. 


Bp ens ee EG Frets on TR TRY 


ther on this Plan, is caſily ume d 
in a ſtale Latin Motto, vis. 


GE IME N, 


—— = 
4 » 


All that can  poſlibly be faid any ful 


PRO BoNO PusLico, 


Tuts , I ſuppoſe, will be call'd, 
rying the Jeſt too far: But Gentleme 
there is nothing like a home Jeſt. Pra 
excuſe me for concluding ſo abruptly 
and believe me to be, with the utmo 
Sincerity of Heart, 


* . 


.. Your moſt obliged, 


enoft obedient humble & ervant | 


20 Command, 


Sir Daniel Downright 


+, BREE SSS 


Pp R E F A C E, 


2:3" 90 
PR 0 LO G U E. 


| T H E Author having little Tire, 
To ſcribble either Proſe or Rhym 
Has made a Hodge-Podge ſtrange Collecten, 
That will not bear the leaſt Inſpection; 
Vet Charges for it Eighteen-Pence, 
As if the World was void of Senſe; 
So S--t---2 like, to ſerys his Ends, 
He picks the Pockets of his Friends. 
Uuder the Name of Daniel Downright, 
He'd make ye think he's ne'er known Right. 
Nay wal ae Failings too Impannel, 
He's angry if not call'd, Six DANIEL; 
Tis an imprudent Way of Sporting, _ | 
With Knighthood, — the F -s of Fortune, 
The Critical Reviewers all, | 
Will the dull empty Dunciad maul; 
And all the Critics of the Age, 
Will fly in a confounded Rage; 
Sure Harry H---, and Harry Res, 
Will cram him in their burleſque Odes. 
No doubt the Printer of the Book, 
Will give him many a ſour Look; 
And with as every one may gueſs, 
* had never ſet it in the Preſs. 


Thus 


. 2 


. - — 4 4 * * 
8 er e * 2 
” 1 43 
4 


3 
3 — 


8 R E F EE. 
Thus Setf-condemn' d W 


Waiting for Mercy at your _ 


For Mercy waiting,---but he owns, 


That his Deſart is broken Bones; 
Yet hopes fo ill, you'll not be Treating, 
A poor ſubmiſſive Knight of Britain; 


Whom Fortune curſe, the ragged W--re; 


Has oftentimes turn'd out of Door; 
And made. him many a Night be 3 
To find a Friend to pay for Lodging. 


At other Times, he's had ſuch Luck, 


That he's been almoſt Thunder- ſtruck; 
His Snuff- Box has been full of Guineas, 
Which he has ſpent on drunken Ninnies; 


And pawn'd his Clogthes for Beer and Gin, 
But yet was the Ti 


to come again, 
He Night and Mornin g does declare, 

He'd ſober keep, and take more Care; 
And ſwears he wou'd n't one Step follow, 
That treacherous Will  tÞ Whifh, Apollo; 
Nor e'er fit down to write a Line, 


To pleaſe his mad-Brain Daughters Nine. 
So humbly hopes, both Court and City, 


The Whizing i in his Head will Pityz | 
For if one Enemy he gains, 


By the vile Frothing of his Brains; 


Or by neglecting turning Braſs, $ 
He 1 "frankly Own bimſelf an Ab. 


2, His Trade, 


r 


THE 


Court and City Medley 


For the Year 1763. 


e . eee 


Fire and Faggot, or the C--y Mob. 
r Smt LI BERT L's Patriot, a Country 

quire, © 
Zo © ? Wo Fi the whole bounty of Bucks did 


| admire ; 7 DAN 
5 Doo Thought ſome People, who carry their 
Heads very high 
Were learning a _ K. to tell a dn Lye, 
o the Nation, 3-58 h 


Reſolv'd, tho' a Colonel, as ſome People 
To be for a Spurt in the — way; 
He ſnatch'd up his Pen, and he touch'd em ſo 05 
He nett'led em ſo, that he made em all fly, 
| In a Paſſion. 


They immediately ſwear by Bell, Candle, and Bible, 
*Tis a ſcurvy -Afﬀeair---a moſt damnable LIE TI; 
And by Fire and Faggot they'll have it NO 
So in a great hurry the Hangman's-employ'd 

For to blaze it; 


"TheChimes at the ange had aim'd it was Noon, 
Says the C--y Mob, — = te Mob will viſit us ſoon: 
A e pred bold, declar'd that this Job 
Shou'd ne'er be perforin'd, for theHangmanhe'droby, 
He wow ' d ſeize it. | 
B No 


— 10 ] e 
No Stateſman was ever ſo true to his; Word, 
As this Carpenter bold who car'd not a N 
For Favours at Court, he lov'd to be free, 
And ftood up for Ves and for tweet LIBERTY, 
And he hollow'd, 


He headed the Mob, that he did without doubt, 
And the Faggots as if they'd got Wings flew about ; 
The H- -H retreat, and the Conſtables-ſcout, 
The Hangman, the Carpenter, p ut to the rout, 
The Mob follow d. 

The Political Conjurers all were afraid 
To reinforce and attack the incens'd Cavalcade ; 
Each thought in his Heart "twas a folly to grieve, 


£0 Providence aye a Reprieve: 
hs Ab Huzza Boys, 


NEW GATE TRIUMPHANT: 


70 the Tung of Nancy Dawson, © 


Stateſman's Cat once eatch'd a Mouſe, 
And drag'd him to the Manſon-louſe; 
The ; poor Thing valu'd not a Louſe 

IY) beir villainolis Intentions. 

They told my L--d this Mouſe was bit 
By a mad Dog —belov'd by Kt, 
To Ane Pr, and W---es, and ſwore 'twas fit, 

For ſundry Pretenſions. 
That this: poor Mouſe ſhould go to Pot, 
Their Malice being iping hot, 
id Wn reaſon:1 in His Hoare he'd gof, 
: He'd bilk'd an Execution. 
| My 14 did at their railing Meng 
— took: but little t me to think, 
ou call a for Paper, Pen and Ink, 

Jo ſign his Diflolation. 

This Mouſe to Newgate was en "wg 2 
By Conſtables officious aid, | A 
Aad Liberty his Garniſh paid, pq =g: 4 
Newgate: was 1 8 Glory, 


— # 
O's 


The 


We 


„ 


we 6 * * av DP cc 


11 


The Sons of FREEDOM all attend, 

Their dear reproach'd diſhonour'd Friend, 

And now they will his Cauſe defend, 
A comfortable Story. AV * 


eee eee eee, 
LIBERTY PISTOL'D. 

An odd So LILOGUx. 

AY, is it better when proud Sc -en rule, 

And by the Noſe lead M in State, 
To extol a barren Land, and praile the Itch, 
To applaud the Meafures that North Britons take, 
Or with an Engliſh Gooſe Quill make em quake; 
To be the butt of Malice and Revenge, 
To run the hazard of one's Life each Hour, 


Or ſleep ſecurely on à Bed of Do 
And wilfully be deaf to all the Cries 


Of oh! important Grief! my bleeding County! 


Or nobly ſtand up in an honeſt Cauſe, 

And bear the Cenſure of hot-he ed F, 

Or trip from France, and have a ſecond Challenge 

From furious Tib=-t Ma -n, who long tine 

Had practis d fhooting, at a treacherous Target? x 
I am reſolv'd to ſtand the fatal Teſts : 
Come Ma-n,. with your Piſtol do your beſt, _ . 
Tis done---l0! on the Platform lies the Hero; 
Gaſping for Breath in Hyde-park's fatal Circle; 
The unhoſpital Ball has pierc'd his Side, 

Yet view his generous departing Soul: Th ak 
AM---n take caro you ſhall know no Diſgrace,  *” 
Take my Advice, fly inſtant from this Place. 8 


FFV 
PRISON and PILLORY, < 


* 


To the Tune of CIMEVY CHACE, 
Gooey long. our - gg .-_ - + 
| Who rais'd the Price of Malt ; Io EN 
It e'er he does a fooliſh Thing \ «x 6h 
How can it be his Fault: | 8 


B 2 When 


2 * * — 2 . - 
— — —— 29 n * — Hh . 
_ 1 2 — ? þ. +: ht \ es ih : — , = 
4 J 


| When wicked Mi----rs adviſe 
And fill his Head brimful of Lies 


Names they gave themſelves, 


[ 12 ]. 


Him to his own undoing, 


To work the Peoples“ Ruin. 


He always does the beſt he can, 
As ev'ry one believes; 

He's only one poor honeſt Man, 
Among a D** of Tn. 


Who matter not, if you or me 
Immediately were put | * 
In Priion, or on Pillory, | ; 
While they all feaſt their Gut. 


'They'll ne'er do Penance for their Sins, 


Nor taſte the Cup of Sorrow, 
Until that all the Outs are Ins; 
G--d grant it were To-morrow. 


CCC 
The SON SIef GOMORRAH. 
VE horrid d -d unnat'ral letch*rous Crew, 


Has Hell a Criminal ſo black as you; 
Whether ye came from Chick-lane, or the Park, 


Fe Tribes of Mollys, lovers of the Dark; 


Whether your gloomy Titles we can ſcan, ! 
By Counteſs,* long Tail Peg, or Pigtail Nan, 
St. Dunſtan's Betty, or NeI-beatle Brow, 

Or the ſalubrious Name of Coddled Cow : 


Whether ye ſmell of Mackrell or of Fennel, 


Your Deeds ſtink wore, than Fee-laue's Sheep's-head 
Kennel. | 7 FE 
Aunt Gibſon thinks | * 

— nd I am of her Mind, } 


The hotteſt Place in Hell's for ye defign'd ; - 
All Women hope ye're d---d by all Mankind : 
And ſure as ever ye're deſpis'd by God, 

The Devil will flog ye with an IRox Rop. 


”- 


ele Author dares gize no farther Explanation, Nicks" 


The 


S 
The RICH BASTARDS: 
To the Tune of Pimping 7s the Science, or the * 


Mode in F aſhion. 


1, 
HEY re powder'd all from Top to Toe, 
And with Pomatum plaiſter'd; 
Yet 'tis not ev'ry powder'd Beau, 
That is a zwealthy E f 
Upon the Iriſh Lift, we know, 
There's many ſo are reckon' d; 
And I do know, it was not ſo, 1 b 
In G-----'s Days A Second, — . 
But ----= the Third, upon my Word, 
As ev'ry Age grows wiſer, . 
Acts wittily---ye all may ſee, 4 
I'd ſcorn to n ain. r 
To W--:s and T----e kind He's been, 
And done Things with Decorum; 
Commiſion d- t other Thing I mean, 
Is Cuſtus N | 


Had -er and T--p-e Baſtards been, #þ 
Their future Fate to mention, Mie = 6.» | 
Their Places now they wou'd be in, 


Or have a luſty Penſion, 
VI. 


But in the Year of 63, 

Things went but odd for certain; 
So to the Crew, I bid adieu, 

That love Blood-thirſty M----n, 


Tus PICTURE of p. E. 


H you not ſeen upon à grand Parade 
Where Tates and Suter, leas'd the Cavalcade; 
In the Autumnal Seaſon of the Year, 


An odd fantaſtic Salt-box Son appear, | 
With 7 


fu] 


With Coat all over patch'd? if you've ſeen this, 


Then you have ſeen the Picture of the Pe. 


Or did you never in your Life behold, 
The haſty Humours of ſome arrant Scold, - _- 
Whoſe Voice is Thunder, and her Looks ſo dire, 
Her very Eyes diſcover Flames of Fire, 
Her Fury laſts not long---if you've ſeen this, 


Then you have ſeen the Pi:ture of the P**ce.. . 


eder cs 0 2th & c n rc. . 


Tur MURDERED APPLE-T REE. 


To the Tune of the BABES in the Woo. 


E AR Exeter, in Devonſhire, 
A City much renown'd, 
An 4, = ree did once appear, 
At Heart and Root quite ſound, 
Tr1s Tree in Plenty ev'ry Year 14 
Did annual Tribute pay, | 
The Bloſſoms at her Boughs did bear, 


. Were fragrant as the May. 


Bur oh! unhappy Apple-Tree,. 
Ho fatal 723 ; 
A Boot work'd her Calamity, 
And Boet's no Farmer's F. riend. 
SOME Critics now will raiſe Diſputes, 
They may as well be mute, 
I did not mean a Pair of Boots, 
I meant a ſingle Boot. 
A Pair of Boots hs gain'd Renown, © 
Cauſe to the Legs they're civil; 
But 'tis the Cry of all the Town, 
A ſingle Beoit's a Devil. 


a SSS 99894 
SCALPING # ENGLAND. 
HE Scalping Crew, are next my Plan; 
And I'll deſcribe 'em to a: Man; 
They're ſuch as ev'ry Day diſtreſs 


The Widow: and the Fatherleſs ; 
EY That 


1151 


That grind the Faces of the Poor, 


And mock, and ſpurn em from their Door; | 


I've ſeen em at a Church-Door ſtand 
Begging with Pewter-Plate in Hand ; 

I've ſeen em from their Poſt releas'd, . 

And catch'd 'em ſtuffing at a Feaft. 
Sometimes you'll ſee em in a Chariot, 
With Face as red as any Carrot, 

By foul Debauche the Night beſore, 

With ſome lewd drunken high-bred Whore. 
At other Times they take their Place 

At C---t, bedizen'd o'er with Lace. 

There are ſome of the Female Race, 

_ Entitled to this foul Diſgrace, 

Who ftrut in Sattin and Brocade, 

And Pomp and Letchery's their Trade, 

The C--y has but few, I own, | 
They ſwarm at t'other End the Town ; 

At Drury-Lane, and Covent-Garden, 


Players and Pimps, I aſk 5 pardon 25 
E 


PI let alone what J inte 

Cauſe once I was by ye befriended'; 
When Weatherby, and his fat Wife, 

Were in the high Tide of their Lite, 
Therefore obſerve,----your Tribe are miſt, 
Ye are not in the Scalping-Lift, 

Of Parſons there are vety few," © * 

I may ſay none, that yet I knew; 

But tho' the Goſpel, 6wns them not, 
The Law has ſev'ral Hundreds got, 


HHH EAHA SS $3655 
Dying. Groans of a DEVONSHIRE 


 _ CYDER»MILL, 
A Tragic SoutLoQuUY in an odd way, 


ARK! hark! my injur'd Countrymen 

1 Hark to thoſe Alm! Groans, we 

That pierce the honeſt Hearts CON: ORE 

Of all the poor induſtrious Weſtern F * L 
: | cho 


"af 


DS 


Groans ſo vehement! 5 our good L--d M-===r, 


Can bear no longer the unwelcome Sound! 


For lo! 


Be ſuffered to Revenge, or tell the World 


DDr 
126 


Eccho conveys the diſmal hated Sound- 
To Bath---to Briftol->> London hears em now, 
The wretched, undone, ruin'd Cyder-Mzl 


And all his worthy Court of Al-----n 


Petitions to their Royal Maſter's offer'd 

To 7 ey what? what never can be done; 
the Cyder-Mill, is juſt expiring ! 

She's dead — hap leſs Minute! 

All the Farmers, their Wives, and 

Oh! their little tender Babes, will 


Certainly. by Heaven's all-ſeeing Eye, 
By the great Juſtize of God's awful Throne 


In glaring Characters, a Sc----n caus'd 
The ſudden Death, of their poor Crbak-blir 


e DO D D C L 
TREASON in TOWN. 


A DiaLoGue between 2 GREAT Man at St. 
F#*#*#;, and a little Saffron-Hill Por T, 


To the Tune of BxvssELs GAZETTE. 


O E N. 


D R E AD, Sir, mu excuſe me your Name 
Ive forgo 

But prithee be — * you tell me or not, 

Who theſe wicked ur are, theſe baſe rs, Imean, 

That are falſe to their C. , their K--g, and 


77777 % / FS, 1: wu rf 


their Q---n? F 
From the C--y large Sums they have borrow'dorftole, 
And their Conſciences muſt be as black as a Coal. 


SR EAT MAN. 7 
Whatever they borrow, whatever they ſteal, 
Their Names, Mr. Poet, I'm bound to conceal; 1 
:Becauſe you muſt know, that I am better bred, 
And FI! not run the hazard of lofing my H- d; 
I hate for to wrangle, diſſemhle, and jar, 


Exer ſince my two Brothers came to Temple-Bar. | 


HE 


1171 
Tur PAPER THIE VES. 
A Satire in Hudibraſtic Verſe. 


II matters not what Occupations, 
There's Thieves of all Denominations; 
Some on the Highway gain their Booty, 
Deliver, or by —, I'll ſhoot ye, 
There are Thief-takers; and Thief-makers, 
Pickpockets, Footpads, and ug 5 rage ; 
+ It happens ſometimes (to be Brief) 

The Keeper of a Jail's a T-—, 

He that contriv'd the C--er-A#, 
Was a notorious T— in fact; 
Some Publicans pretend to be, 

True Emblems of ſtrict Honęſiy; 

. Some are ſo---ev'ry one believes, 
And ſome are tricking bilking&——, 
There are ſome Poets by the bye, 
Who will not ſwear, nor will they he, 
But rob you of your Reputation, 

By baſe ſcurrilous Defamation. 

It in the Author there's Beliet, 

A Printer ſometimes is a 72; 

My Printer's not one of their Clan, 
He's quite a diff rent ſort of Man; 
Howe er, that matters not a Farthing, 
There's many Thieves round Covent-GCarden 3 
Blaſphemous, purjur d, ſcoundrel Fellows, 
And pity tis, they ' ſeape the Gallows; _ 
Wha'd hang their Father e'er tis Night, 

If they-cou'd get a Penny by't :— 
Religion droops---and Virtus grieves, 

To be ſurrounded thus by Thieves. 

But among all the-Thieves . , 
Through Summer's Hezt and Winter's Snows,. 


* 


There's none, I ſwear by Fane Shore's Taper 
So bad as thoſe that ſteal our Paper. 


C An 


181. 


An ALPHABET fatal 4 7⁰ *. 7 25 


„ 


4 4W AS an Act upon Cyder and Per 
A blind Fultice==-rentarkablY merry 
8 Was a Critic---De'el take tht Whole Cl, 
D Was a Dunce, tho a Pafſiaffent- Man. 
E Was an Earl, that was falſe to rhe Crown. 
F Was a Footgad, who kKnöck'd People down. 
G Was a Gambler, known rouud Went=Garden.. 
H A Houſekeeper, was fearce Fat 
Was a Jilter, and a Bagnio Whore. —_— 
Was King George---a good King to be 
L Was a Lawyer---a Liar yo ges. 7 
M Was a Meſſenger of the inß Preſs. A. 
N Was North-Britons--you know What 18 meaßt, 


0 An old Uſurer at 20 per Cent. on 
VE P Was a Poet, as poor as you pleaſdm. 
1 | 9, Query if therg are not many of theſe, N 


R Was a 1 Rake? and it Ruin did bring. * 
& Was a Smugeler, and cheated the dns 
T Was a Pinker, that mended old Pots oh 
Was a Vintner, well courted by n 
 U Was an ungenteel, croſs Parifff Clerk. , 5 
W Wilkes, that was hot in Hy: de- park. , 
A, I, Z, N, 1 ape yo be tony an ale Herb 


eee W 
Lorar Hr ar Tus. de N 


TON deen Grorge the Third! to ie 74 
Amiable Conſort, Queen Charlotte! obst L 
Honeſt-hearteq Patriot, Mr. Piti! 
Jo the Guardian of our Liberty, be who 5 off 
He will! to all Merchants in the Intereſt - 
Of Great Britain ] to the moſt noble John 
Marquis of Granby ! and all thoſe few 
Valiant Commanders we at preſent can boaſt! 
To the Downfal of the Church of Rome ! 
May a Halter or a Hatchet be each Traitor's Doom. 


An 
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An odd Epil 70 L. B. from the Wh of 
England. 


G0 00D 3 my Lord! T've heard fome People 
. tel 

All the poor Farmers wiſh you were in Hell. 

*Tis a raſh wiſh, quite barb'rous, quite uncivil, 

But you regard not God, nor Man, nor Devil; 

For you, my Lord, to ſerve your private Ends, 

Wod'd facritice the deareſt of your Friends - 

You'll ſell your God for half a Pint of Wine, 

To ruin all the poor's your whole Deſign. _ 

The little Children that can ſcarce ſpeak plain, 

Bid Britons riſe their Freedom to maintain ; 

Your C---r-A--'$, à greater Impoſition, _ 

Than the Pope's Bull, or Spain's d--n Inquiſition. 

Each Applo-teoe Lover would part with ten Shillings, 

To have him hang'd up as the worlt of FR. 


+4$4$4+9/444+14,5 44049944 
The FARMER' 8 P*avun.,” Er Ie 


G RANT Heaven! L. B. may never be Without 
The Rheumatiſm, the Itch, and P-x, and Gout ; 5. 
May ev'ry ſingle joint be always itching, | 
And he deny'd the benefit of ſcratchi 
Wich. ret 


May he be hamper'd with fome ugly! 
Ang die at laſt in ſome curſt fulſone Ditch ; 


Without the Benefit of Pſalms or Hymns, 
And crouds of Crows devour his rotten Limbs ; * 
May wanton Boys ta Town his Bones convey, 
Bonfires to make on each -rejoycing Day. 


NN. NA N See 'N eee 


E PI G RA M. 


—_—_ Mob with State Power will always dif) pute : ; 
The State burnt a Paper, the Mob burnt x Boot. 
C 2 EP1- 
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GOME at L-d B--e's Adminiſtration fret; 

Others blame P--?, about the Nation's Debt. 

- Engliſh, Welch, Iriſh, love P--t without diſpute, 
And all the Caledonians love Law B-te. 

That P-t's an Angel, ſome pretend to'tell; 
So's Be, no doubt---he's one df them that fell. 


SA YS a jolly Jack Tar, to a poor hungry Scot, 
Here's a Health to brave P-it, will you pledge it 
SY or not? Wd 

*Tis a Bargain, quoth Sazwney, will you agree to't, 
If I drink once to P-t, you ſhall drink twice to B-e? 
Avaſt,-quoth the Tar, and leave hauling that Rope, 
I'd as leave drink Succeſs to the Devil and Pope, 


8 E iÞ HE ſcribbling Miſcreants of the Age, 
I With Falſhood fully every Page; 
In half the Public Papers, 
Some mercinary Views to ſuit, 
5 To- day praiſe Putt, To-morrow B-te, © 
Pray har t they got the Vapours ? 


r 
E W AT ER may Fiſhes, Air may Birds content, 
' - Tis Nature's Order, who can doubt it; 

But LIBERTV'Ss a BRITON's Element, 
He can't, one inſtant, breathe without it. 


— — 


_— 


Me 
* 


—_— 


— 
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BRITANNIA's SOLILOQUY. 
8 UR E nothing can my Grief exceed, 
= For Wilkes my very Heart doth bleed; 
4 / Alas! poor honeſt Gentleman, * 6 
'1 770 doing for me all he can, 
1is Life's in danger every Hour, 
Aim'd at by ſome baſe Wretch in Power! 
= Wounded at Noon-tide in Hyde-Park, 
= What muſt avail him nightly, in the dark 
| Hoy ſhall he *ſcap? from thoſe who'count-it 
At any rate, to thed his precious Blood ? 


_ 


The 
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De Poet landing Centry at the Market- 
Croſs, near the diack Hole, Litchfield 
Ci ty. ao 


The Authar of the Bihk was trepan'd for a Soldier in the 


late War, and ſerved the King in the 104th Regiment 


of Foot. Head Quarters was at the City above- men- 


tioned, The following Lampoon he wrote on Himſelf in 


the depth of Winter, juſt * * being releaſed from 


his Poſt. 


T HE penſive Poet sat a woeful Loſs, | 
To aint the Horrors of the Market-Croſfs, © * 
Where os but hideous Sights affright the Soul, 
As cruel whipping-Polt, and dire black Hole; 
Muſe, draw the Curtain—let the Ladies ſee, 
The ſhivering Poet ſtanding Centry 

With Bay'net fix d, and »& 15 on bb Head, 
His Limbs half froze, and al Spirits fled. 
The whiſtling Winds attack with all their Power 
His Face, Eyes, Ears, Arms, Body, Legs, all o'er, 
All Nature feems to threat his Diſſolution, 
He braves the Storm with feeble Conſtitution; 

His Appetite, poor Soul, is vaſtly keen, 

His Pocket low, his Credit wond'rous thin. 
The pious Gift, the + Biſhop late extended, 
Is every Farthing, ev'ry Doit expended ; 
No friendly Patron near the odious Spot, - 
By all belov'd, and yet by all forgot; 

In this unmerciful, and diſmal Plight, 
Surrounded by the Horrors of the Night; 
Methinks tis ſomething wonderful to tell, 
That He's oblig'd to often * 4. All's well. 


G— 


. — 


" The Regiment wore e Caps, with Glory i in the front: 


—tho? 'twas falſe Glory. 
+ Alluding to a Preſeut the Biſhop of that Dioceſe 


gave him. 
t The watch Word over Priſoners 


2+ Epi- 
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| EP1GRAM, occaſioned bya certain Colonel breaking 
his Regiment, called Loks, at the Gallows 
near Exeter City. By a diſbanded Soldier. 


HE Gro xs were reckon'd a ſet of good Fellows, 
Pray why did you break *em at Heavy TreeGallows ? 
4 What's worſe, Pm informed, your poor Soldiers got nothing - 
# For, fide Arms, Recruiting, Arrears, and their Cloathing. 
Speak Colonel, if ever you ſpoke in your Life, 
The his Thing muſt occaſion a great deal of Strife ? 
The City of Exon are up in Alarms, 
And they ſwear by the L--d *tis your own C—t of FI 
Tis a ſcandalous Thing for a BxiTow to fin 
And I hope it will reach to the Ears of our Ring. 


t 
i 
1 6 
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A Petition enn d in the City of Bath, 

May 19, 1763. 

To Mr. Quin the Player. By a diſbanded 1 
188 = 


* - 


B E IN G fuli of Contrition, | 
| With the Freateſt Submiſſion, 
221 ite this Petition, 
5 Jo ſhew my Condition 
Is needy. 
1 think it no Sin, 
To tell Mr. Quin, 
A. Soldier Pve been, 
l dittreſs I am in, 
I'm ſeedy. 
: Quite ruin'd and undone, 
I'm travelling to London, 
With an honeſt Diſcharge, 
Being juſt ſet at large, 
From bad Fellows. 
Who on Purpoſe our Spirits to teaze and provoke, 
Gave us nothing forCloaths, and ourRegiment broke 
- © At the Gallows, 
WF ſcandalous thing 
For Britons to ſing, 
And we hope it will ring 
: In the Ears of our King. 


[#8] 
To Mr. Humphrey Haderredan, on his Mar- 
friage with an old Woman. 


He 's this, Friend Numph —— 
| Are you not wrong, 
The young thou'd marry with the young 1 
A monſtrous Miſtake you've made, 
"Tis well if you're not froze in Bed. 
How can you Humphrey take Delight, 
_ To hear her grunting every Night? 
Old Mother Shipjon had more Charms, : 
Than her you have taken to . | 
A coarſe confounded Lump of Stuff 
Whole Skin is as a Bear's-Skin rough 3 : 
A Flavour iffues from her Gums, 55 
Like that which from the Pole-Cat comes: | 
Her Teeth are rotten, I've heard ſay ; | 


Her Eyes, like Bullets in CA 2 
In her, all Imperſections 8 . 


And every one out- ſtinks Fiſh-ftreet, © t 
That's near the Monument in — n 
Humphrey, thou art for ever undone. | gi” 


Yours, to Command, $010M0N Sx AP. 


— 


A Merry Bealth ar @ Chriſtening.” 


JJ EALTH, and Proſperity, and long Life to 
All this good Company, chexrfully aflembled.” 
Under the Banner of the God of Lo 

All Joy to the Bride aud Bridegtom;:" 

May > 7 as fruitful, as à fruitful: Vine, AAA 
He * loving as the conſtant. Dove; Rp , 
May they never know Trouble, Sorrow, or Cares ; 
And may we all in ten Months Time meet ; 
Here, to be merry Gollips at another Chriſtening f ? 


* 
„ 


[24] 


EHOELD, fair Ladies of this Nation, 
47 The uſetul'ſt Man in God's Creation; 
Tis I that can with wond'rous Art, 
To you a Shape and Air impart : 
J am the Man, come ſoon or later, 
That baffles all the Spite of Nature. 
She that is like a Sixpence bent, 
Has now no reaſon to repent ; 
Tho' like the worſt of Billets winding, 
Ladies it is not worth your minding ; 

Repair to me, tis in my Power, 

To make you ſtraight in half an Hour. N 
Some Bunglers who can't thread the Needle, 
May for your Cuſtom cringe and wheedle, 

May tell ye half a thouſand Lies, 
But are aſham'd to: advertiſe ; 

I make this public Application, 
Only becauſe it is the Faſhion, 
Or elſe the De'el a bit I'd vapour, 
In this, or any publie Paper. 

_ . Believe me, Ladies, I will work 

As hard as any Few-or Turk, 
From Morning's-dawn to Candle-light, _ . 

Nor hope to get a Farthing by it; 

But that ye . look like Apes, 
All my grand View's, to mend your Shapes. 


* 
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An AC RO STICK on 
A h! Heaven's ! how ſhe ſtinks! her Body's tainted; 
W itneſs ye Gods ! her tallow Face is painted ; 
H er little thatch of Hair is juſt conſum'd; 
O hl curſe the jilting Jade, her Breath's perfum'd ; 
R ank is her Soul, polluted is her Mind ; 
E fteem'd by none—abhor'd by all Mankind! 


To 


To the PRINTER. 
8 1 R. 


HE Court and City Medley being 
now ended, that is to ſay, Dinner be- 
ing over, I propoſe. a little odd kind-of 2 
Deſart for my worthy Cuſtomers; which Len- 


title, A Collefion' of add, 7 uncommon, 
original, n W "Pieces 7 25 $i 


27 4 


** 
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[26] 


A Collection of odd, ſtrange, uncommon, 
original, humorous, whimſical, Pieces of 
Poetry; calculated for the ſole Amuſement 
of the Knights of BRITAIN. 


To be found in no other Book in Gzzar Britain. 


— 


The Author Lampooning Hinſef. 


Tune, Tom Brown'r Lamentation 


V my Eriends tur d adrift, | | 
I am at my laſt ſhift, I 37 
rm deipie'd like a Sheep that is . Fo 

Fn Jones CO ous. ane 
f have pawn d all my Cloath ,, © 
3 —<- enn 


F der al, xc. 
- Not one in the Nation, 
«2: x ince the Creation: -* tt + +» 
Was ever in ſuch a Condition, | | 
Tm fure I'm as black 
| As an old Charcoal Sack, 
And as ragged as Will the Muſician, 
My Credit's grown thin, 
And my Appetite's keen, 
Tho' I never was reckon'd a Glutton; 
I cou'd drink, I declare, 
A whole Gallon of Beer, 
And eat a large Shoulder of Mutton. 


What a ravenous Beaſt ' 
I ſhou'd make at a Feaſt, 
If you'd truſt me to fit at your Table; 
And my Girdle were Cord, A 
I "oe wid the Lord, N P 


Sia _ cou d burſt wi my Guts. Ship's Cable, 


27 1 


72 * Candle Light, 

8 T fir up all Night 

To ſtady—and ranfick each Letter; 

| But believe me, my FRG 

lat the Year's End, 

Am never a Farthing the better 3 7 

I have Children three 

That are bothering me, 

And they whimper, and whine, and they mutter; 

Scon as Morning appears x 
Vs Phi in er Boon, . 

"Tis Daddy—we want Bread and Butter. 
The Bone of my Done 

Is éſo deſperate grown, 

That ſhe oftentimes takes up the Ladle, 
And bruiſes my Head, 
Cauſe I bring home no Bread 

To her Baby, that lies in the Cradle. 


YOUR NOSES. 
Tune, Derry down. 


SING of your Noſes—ye all may ſu 
I The Muſe han't been us d to ſach Dittes as thoſe * 
ut *tis your long Noſes require my Song, 

As there's nothing ſo grand as a Noſe that is long. 
Derry down, &c, 
Long Noſes have lon been the talk of the Town, | 
There is nothing ſo ſoon with the Ladies go down; 

They hate little Noſes you very well know, 
Becauſe i it denotes you ve but little below. 


. Derry down, &e. 
A viſible Noſe i is a very thing, 
It beo mes both the Subjet—the — nd he Rings 
The Sight on't diverts all the Ladies at Court, 
But a OW Rt can afford em no Sport, 
* Derry down, &c. 


The 


18) 


The buxom youn Widow will make ſmatty Speeches 
About your long Noſes, and point at your Bieeches; 
But Mercy defend Us—how loud ſhe will brawl 5 


When you come to attack if you 've no Noſe at all. 
Derry down, &c. 


Now if Nature ſhou'd form on your Noſe a high. Ridges 
The Punſters cry Zounds Sir!. that's like Putney Bridge3 
Yet ſome of your Noſes oft make a worſe Farce | - - 
When they Cry heark'y l Jour Noſe in my—. 

Derry down, &C. 
By the Carbuncle Noſe we diſcover aSot, .. T 2T" 
And the Mulberry Noſe has the ſame Title got ue ; | 
A ſnipe Noſe may get you the Name of a NW 

ve 


But a Noſe that is A 570 
rry; down, 2 — 


Now different Countries as evry one knows, 

Diſcloſes ye plainly a different Noſe ; T 
Our own Country firſt—why Faith to be brief, 

An ee made of Roaſt Beef. 

; Derry down, Ke. 
The Noſe of a Fren n. is meagre and thin, 

"Tis gen rally long But it looks very mean; 

The Noſe of Hamburghers appear very ſnug, 


But the Noſe of a Dutchman 's, the Noſe of a Pug. 
"Y = down, &c. 


Of the Welſhman Cot pleſs Hur: e' en ſing A 
Hur Noſe loves the Smell of a good — 
And if hur Noſe was but ſo long as hur += hy may: 
Cots pla how Hugs the young Women ſqueak. 
Derry down, Kc. 
The Noſe of a Black rt Edlour of Slows, 
The Spaniard's poſſeſt of a large ſwarthy Noſe; 

Poor Sawny the Scotehman's'remarkably dull, 

For to think that his Noſe i is fo much li his Mull. 

I % | Derry down, &c. 
But at the Spread Eagle we're ſerious Folks, 
Our Noſes are N we can ſtand all their Jokes; 
Our Noſes are long, and our Noſes are ſtout; 8 
80 pray, Brother Knight, toſs the Tankard about. 
; Derry , &c. 


— * 
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An Iriſhman's Noſe, for to ſum up thombate,;. 
Is like nothing ſo much as a long Barber's Pole; 
And Paddy you ſee tor the Length of hie Noſe, -- 
4s eU by the Ladies wherever he goes. 
Derry down, &e. 


* 


I Inyrrarion 1 the 8 PRE AD 
EA GL E, STRAND, 


My ee eee; W „ up 
and dewn," &c, yy 


IS by the Black Eagle we all underſtand, 
That 's lately brought over by-Prince Ferdinand, 
"Twas A cpu; paid to the Knights in the Strand, 

his Round-down down, &c. 
To contin 3 it, the Muſes can other ** s name, 


The 7 read Eagle muſt be a Type ame, 
They both ſpread alike—and to — ded 
Ro of a Round down down &c, 


The bold Knights of Britain are hearty and free, 


They're Friends both to Juſtice and to Liberty, -  * 


o= 


C 


They're a Credit to both their King and Country, 
with a Round down down, &c, 
No Treaſon they talk of—no Traytors they know, 
They are 'Liberty* Friends—and Oppreflion's-dread Pos, 
All * Blood in their Veins for Britannia does ſtow, 
with a Round down down, K. 
In Virtue's fair Cauſe they all join Hand in Hand, 
And Hiſtorians remark—ne'er was yet in the Strand : 
So noble a Sight, as their Lodge and their Grand; 
with a Round down down; Ke. 
have heard ſome old Men fay, who've had many W Ives, 


And undoubtedly ſeen many Scenes in their Lives, 


That whatever theſe knigths undertake, with e'm thrives ; 
with a Round down dow, &c. 
There cannot be many I think in the Land : 
Wou'd refuſe en nighted—ſince Knighthood's 'fo 
ran 
$0 let e'm repair um dir Lodge in the Strand, | 
. a Round down down, &c. 


* - - -- - 
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[ 30] 9 
We have got a poor Poct—a ht to be ſure, 
But ſcorn to deſpiſe him becauſe he is poor, | 


Perhaps he'll be richer in Months three or four ; 
with a Round down down, &e. 


| 66 pray $11/n Bumper quite up to the Brim ; - 
Here's a Health to the Grand to our Brother and him, 
For his Heart's fullof Truth—tho' his Head's full of Whim 
with a Round down down, &c. 


Now Landlord to you in a full flowing Bowl, © - + + 

he yur byte Hoe uf dah Weg ou, 

Your Liquors are ——eery Inch you're a 

"TIE : 2 e 
CHORUS. 


AER nn 
The 3 laſt Will and Teſta- 5 


Vith VARIATIONS. 


| JoppiNG myſelf extremly ill, ä 
I thought I'd better make, my Will. * 
Becauſe ſometimes when People die Os 
-. Diſputes with Legatees run high; $ 
Which, Diſcord, Noiſe, and make brings, 
But PI prevent ſach ſort of Things. 
Come here, my good indulgent Wife, 
The and Comfort of my Life, | 
Who A ter drinking, ne' er was loth 
To make your Huſband Mutton Broth, 
And get me ſome nice dainty picking ; 
And coax my Appetite with hicking. 
Come hither, Sarah — come, my Dear, 
See what your Huſband's doing here; 
| But firſt of all er I begin, 
Go fetch me half a Pint of Gin. 
he Gin's produc'd, and lo! tis 
The Poet's Pen is Jogging on: 
This 1s of Will without one Flaw, 
_ You'll find it all ſtand good 3 in Law. 


POET'S 


mm” = 


TJ. 
-POET'S Apparrel. ; 


A Coat remarkable for ſhinin 

A Waiſtcoat with but half a * 

A Shirt as black as any Cinder,  — 
That's fit for nothing elſe, but Tinder ;' - - 
A pair of rotten Stocking Breeches 

That have more Vermin in than Riches; 
One Pair of Stockings, but ſo ſo; 

A Wig flux'd up at iddle Row $ 

A Hat without a Button or Loop, 

Boyl'd well wou'd make delicious 

A Pair of Shoes, or Sandals rather, 

That want both Soles and Upper Leather; 
Two odd Shoe Buckles made of Oy 
As rough 3 will. 


* e 
2 POET'S Tame 


Bedſtead full of Bugs, 

One Sheet —0one Blanket, two old Rugs; 
Six Chairs that want both Legs and Matting. 
A Wire Trap, to catch a Rat in; 

A Stool on which I us'd to dine, 

Made of a broken Alchouſe Sign; 

Two wooden Trenehers pretty 

One Horn Spoon, and two m of Wood; 
Three Knives their Blades quite full of Hacks, 
Their Edges thicker than their Backs; 
A broken Fork without a Handle, 

A Saveall and a farthing Candle; 

One Candleſtick eat up with Ruft, 
_A Tub to hold a little Du 

An old tin Pot—a crack'd Braſs Skillet, 
That runs as faſt as you can fill it; 

A Tea-kettle that's full of Bruiſes, - 

Which I or Sarah ſeldom uſes 

Two broken Saucers, Teacups three, 

And half an | Ounce of bad Bohea. 


— 


| [ 82 ] 
Loaf I have none, but if you pleaſe, 
There's half a Pound of Jagel Chet; 
A Flint that never Service did, 
A Tinder-Box without a Lid, c 
Two crack'd and crazy earthen „„ 
A Grate compos d of Bricks en. 
A Poker ſhap'd extremly odd, uit 
Made of a broken Curtain Rod; rc * 
A Pair of Tongs that meet ſo +." i 
To uſe e'm, always make one ſmileñ ö 
A Pair of Bellows, but the Snout 
Is loſt ſomehow by droping out: 
A Fire Shovel worn ſo thin, * 0 
It bends juſt like a piece of Tin, 10 
A Frying Pan with five large Holes, 


And about Half à Peck of Coals: 


A Gridiron, if the Truth is ſpoken, 

Three of his Ribs are ſadly wk; ; 

An Iron Pottage Pot and Ladle, _ . - - 
With an old uſeleſs. worn out Cradle; 

And three your=ugrats that's always ſcreaming, 
I leave my Wife cke beſt of Wemen⸗ 


ba =y + ® - * 8 % — 
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7 H v M N calld the diaet res. a 
Imitated . the Manner f Mr. Whitfield, 


— 


HE imp'ous. Wretch, that ſcorns to dread, 
The Power of the Lozv, | 

Calls for Damoation on his Head, 
And ſwears at ev'ry Word, 


With bitter Oaths, his Mouth i is cram d, | 
With no Remerſe he's ſtu : t\ 
For all the Language of the ona, N 
Is utter'd by his Tongue.” a 4 
His Breath, which ſhou'd be us in pit 1. . 
Is in Blaſphem ſpent; : 4 
Like Brimftone, it infects the Air, 
> Wheneer he gives it went. 


He lives as tho his Duty wer 
To practiſe all that's Evil; | 
To lye and curſe, and damn ana 1wear, 
And Hourly ſerve the * 


— 
EPILOGUE. 


| WELL; the is Money thrown zway; 
Yet ſtill, Ive one thing got to ſay, 
Twill learn me Wit another Day. 


And Wit, I've oftentimes been taught, 
Is never worth a ſingle Groat, 

Unleſs it's pretty dearly bought. 
The Title on't, is well enough; - 
Some Folks are handled pre ity rough ; 
But tis a paltry Piece of Stu 

No Frenek---giable ſacred Dieu; 

No Scotsh---braw Lod I ken tis new; 
But _ my Wemb, thismunna do, 


Now ', 
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And for the Learned, tis too coaſee. 
They think the Author wants to — 2, 


Now . as 2 Heater, 
Cauſe there's no brouge---ſwears by St, Pegs . 
There's neither Reaſon, Senſe, nor Metre, - 


Poor Taff enrag'd, cries ſpult hur N ails, 
Hur hates hur Canterbury Tales; 
Hur'd rather hear 3 News "A Wales, 


. 


Tis ſcoff'd by thoſe, that for Court ſcribbles 3 


The Lawyers wanted in't more Quibbles ; -- 


*Tis not ſpun ont fine enough for F u 


On them, à Medicine for a mad Horſe, -- 


LApiks and GENTLEMEN, ye ſee! 4 6 


In what ſad plight, we Authors be, 
When WIGS our Fan nene will * 1 
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